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I accordingly should have to master, if I wished to do any work
to my own satisfaction.

I was sorry to leave Hazarfbagh. 1 knew the whole district
like a familiar face, and had grown much attached to my men
and they to me. There was quite a scene at parting. My
favourite, Rahmut Khan, and the old Lieutenant Panchkowrie,
besought with tears to be allowed to follow my fortunes, and
many of the others crowded round, wishing to go with me.
What could I say to them ? We were all but as pawns on the
great Government board, moved hither and thither as best
suits the game of our masters the governors.

I travelled as far as Calcutta with my brother, who was bound
for England after his visit to me. At a dak-bungalow on our
road we fell in with two German missionaries, both of them
quite young, who had corne out to join the Ranchee Mission.
Ranchee is the district adjoining Hazaribagh, and the Moravian
Mission there is the only thoroughly successful woik of the sort
that I have met in India. The missionaries have addressed
themselves, not to the Hindoos, but to the Kols and Sonthals,
the aboriginal and simpler races, and count their converts by
hundreds and thousands.

These two German lads, who had left home and country to
give their ives to work among the heathen, were the kindest-
hearted and most ingenuous of young recruits* They dined
with us, and were full of wonder at the various new edibles
presented for their consumption. Green peas were a novelty
in their experience, and brandy they described as " a precious
but breath-taking cordial." We parted with mutual good
wishes*

It was on New Year's Day, 1864, that I bade farewell to my
brother on board the good ship " City of Dublin/' homeward
bound, while I turned my own face southward, to start life
< afresh in my new district of Noacolly.